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	1. Oh My God, You're In Love

**"****Oh my God. You're in love." Shenko pairing**

"Hannah, glad you could make it so quick," Anderson greeted his old friend as she barged into the patient wing of the hospital. The woman was a force of nature, just like her daughter.

"How badly was she hurt?" the elder Shepard asked with practiced calm as she marched towards her daughter's room.

Anderson laid a reassuring hand on her shoulder and held her in place. "She'll be fine. You can see for yourself in a few minutes. It's a hell of a thing she accomplished, isn't it?" The conversation was clearly a delay tactic.

Hannah knew why the moment the hospital door slid open and a dark-haired soldier emerged. After a brief flash of panic the handsome man walked over and introduced himself but it wasn't necessary. His image was everywhere since he helped her daughter take down Saren.

Hannah walked into the room, convinced something was going on. Her suspicions were confirmed the moment she laid eyes on the grinning fool that was her daughter. One look was all it took.

"Oh my god. You're in love," Hannah blurted out, then looked over her shoulder to where Lt. Alenko introduced himself moment earlier. A mother always knows.


	2. What do I get if I win? LiaraJames

**"****What do I get if I win?" Liara/James pairing**

The party came to a standstill - food and drink lay forgotten and music echoed through the empty rooms as all eyes were on the poker table. The game was down to two players and neither one was backing down.

"C'mon, Doc, there's no shame in folding," James said casually with a self-satisfied shrug.

"How very generous of you," Liara replied through a hint of a smile, "but you underestimate me. I have many talents that may surprise you."

The firelight caught in Vega's eyes, highlighting the ruddy glow to his cheeks as he measured up his opponent. She met his gaze and held it, daring him to respond. He did, but not with words. A flirty grin spread across his face and his shirt practically became translucent as he flexed under Liara's watchful gaze. This was much more than a simple game of cards, they just hadn't admitted as much.

"Is that so?" he asked with a devious glint in his eye. "What do I get if I win?"

"You can take everything on the table."

"Then I guess we'll see what I can get on the table," he chuckled suggestively as he laid down a royal flush.


	3. I think I'm in love with you

**I think I'm in love with you and that scares the hell out of me - Commander Shepard and Kaidan Alenko**

Shore leave was supposed to be their time, a chance for Shepard and Kaidan to feel out whatever was between them and decide how to progress. It was their chance to just be a guy and a girl navigating the waters of life, relationships, emotions, without the weight of the universe on their shoulders. Unfortunately, the battle against Saren and everything that followed in the wake meant that much needed vacation kept getting pushed back. First it was Shepard's hospitalization, then the desperate search for survivors, and now _this_.

Shepard leaned back in the uncomfortable metal chair and stared longingly out at the Vancouver skyline. She didn't even pretend to listen to the dull drone in the committee room anymore. Why should she? They clearly weren't there to listen to her. They only wanted to hear what they already believed: Saren was a rouge agent who convinced the geth to follow him. It wasn't too surprising, though. Reapers were an unknown, a terrifying prospect that defied logic. It was easier to sweep them under the rug along with Shepard's testimony. At least there was an upside – these mandatory meetings gave Shepard plenty of time to think about her current situation without Kaidan's hypnotizing influence, plenty of time to realize how foolish she'd been. Maybe that's what she needed after all.

Hackett kept staring pointedly in Shepard's direction, but she didn't care. He knew her well enough to believe her version of the events. They had the truth and he knew it, no matter how frightening it was. He could allow this charade to continue if he wanted, but he couldn't make her like it or even pretend to pay attention at this point. Her presence was all he guaranteed and that's all they were getting. After one last furtive glance at the young commander Hackett stood abruptly, his mere presence quieting the talking heads mid-sentence. "We can continue this discussion if you wish, but I believe we have all we need from Commander Shepard." Hackett dismissed her with a curt nod, his pale eyes locking with hers just long enough. The wink, quick and subtle, would've appeared as nothing more than a twitch to anyone else but she caught it and understood. This was her break.

The confines of her temporary quarters were too stark to face after yet another day locked away in Alliance HQ, so she left the building complex and simply kept walking. Anywhere would be better than where she was, and the farther away from wide-eyed soldiers and disbelieving top brass the better. The Vancouver air was fresh and the breeze cool, a vast improvement over the committee rooms' stale recycled environment full of hot air that reeked of bullshit. Or maybe that was just the ideas that stunk. She shrugged a hooded sweatshirt over her uniform, pulled a hat low over her face, and meandered through the streets without a destination in mind. The slow, meditative pace allowed her to mentally prepare the message that needed to be sent.

Darkness enveloped the streets as the sun descended behind the towering skyline, the air cooling by the minute. It was impossible to say how long Shepard wandered the city and how far she walked. One thing was certain, though – it was time to stop. Her body needed food and she needed to rest long enough to send the message she'd mentally written half a dozen times over. The dingy little hole-in-the-wall bar was as good a place as any to take care of both tasks at once. It was relatively quiet, nothing like the intense clubs on the Citadel or rowdy bars catering to the soldiers closer to HQ. Most of the patrons didn't even look away from their drinks or the game long enough to notice her. It was perfect.

Shepard sat down at an empty table in the corner and placed her order before opening her 'tool. She didn't have to consider word choice or phrasing at this point. The message was written; it just needed to be put into words on the screen. Her hands shook dangerously so it took twice as long as usual, but she pressed on. This was too important. She squeezed her eyes closed, fighting back tears as she pressed send. Her 'tool chimed as the message disappeared into the ether, the lonely sound echoing a second time in her guilty mind. It was done.

A knot of dread and self-loathing filled her gut as she waited for a response. There was no way she'd be able to eat like this, but the order was on its way no matter what. The soft footfalls approaching her table were a sure sign of that. The even stride slowed almost hesitantly before coming to a rest next to her. Shepard looked down at her hands, absentmindedly picking at the dead skin along her nails to avoid eye contact. She wasn't up for human interaction, especially if the wait staff recognized her. The person stood silently at the end of the table long enough to make Shepard vaguely uncomfortable. She started to look up when a plate slid across the table and came to a stop directly in front of her, the juicy burger and heap of fries surprisingly impressive for such a pit. Shepard mumbled a quick "thanks" as her stomach rumbled in appreciation, but the figure didn't leave. In fact, they slid into the seat across from her. Panic coursed through her the second their eyes met.

The tall, dark man sighed as he leaned back and made himself comfortable. His eyes pierced through her, his troubled gaze even. "So, do I get an explanation or am I just supposed to accept you cancelling on me?"

"Kaidan, how'd you find me?" Shepard whispered nervously.

"I was going to ask you the same thing before I got your message," he chuckled humorlessly. "I always come here and have for years. I live right down the street. But you didn't answer my question." Kaidan stared at Shepard with a renewed intensity, hurt and confusion bare on his handsome face. "Why'd you break our shore leave plans? Did you suddenly change your mind about… _this_ – whatever this is between us? Or… or did you decide we're… no, _I'm_ not worth the hassle?"

Those words and all the pain behind them cut Shepard to the bone. This was exactly what she was trying to avoid, and yet here it was exploding in her face. There was denying her guilt now, not when she saw how much she'd hurt him. She opened and closed her mouth like a fish out of water, unsure how to proceed without fucking things up worse than they already were. "I can't do it, Kaidan," Shepard admitted desperately, "I can't go on vacation with you. I'm afraid of what would happen."

"And what's that?" he asked quietly.

"Apparently you don't know my shore leave record so far," she deadpanned, desperate to diffuse the situation with some dark humor, but received no response. Shepard stared at Kaidan, at the worry lines etched deep in his forehead, at the way his shoulders sagged and his lips turned down into a deep frown, and the truth fell from her lips. "That it'd be perfect, like I think it would. I don't know… I just…" a shaky sigh filled the silence while she mentally struggled with her words, but then her heart took over. "I think I'm in love with you and that scares the hell out of me."

Kaidan cocked his head to one side and his amber eyes narrowed on her. "So you're going to run? That doesn't sound like the Commander Shepard I know."

Shepard stilled under his gaze. "You think you know me that well, do you?" The question was simple, but had the edge of a dare. Kaidan's demeanor changed like the flip of a switch. The worry melted from his face as his full lips quirked upwards; his muscular shoulders lifted and pulled back, free from the weight of his heart and now proud and strong once more. This was one challenge he'd accept any day.

"I'm pretty confident," he quipped in an almost smug manner. "For instance, I know you well enough to know that's your first full meal of the day even though you're a biotic and need five times that many calories – and nutrient bars and coffee don't count," he added before she tried to make excuses, because he knew she would. Shepard sat back, somewhat surprised, and gestured for him to continue. "And I know you're wishing you ordered a whiskey instead of a beer. Wait… scratch that. A whiskey _with_ your beer." Kaidan watched her closely, not missing the tiny upturn of her lips that admitted his accuracy… that divulged even more than that. "And I know you well enough to know you sent that message because you knew I'd see right through you in person. Because cancelling isn't what you really wanted… and you know I know you well enough to see that." Kaidan cocked his head to the side, one eyebrow raised in an almost taunting yet totally alluring fashion as he seemed to see right through her. "How am I doing so far?"

"If you knew me so well then you'd…" Shepard's words drifted off into a stunned silence as Kaidan lifted a single finger to quiet her. Moments later a man appeared at the table holding a small tray.

"Have your whiskey ready for you?" he finished with a wide grin. "I had the order in, but it took a little longer than usual since they're so busy. Canucks are in the playoffs," he shrugged, gesturing to the screen behind him as a roar filled the bar. He leaned in to be heard over the crowd, his breath hot on her skin, his biotics pulling against hers until they sang in her head, and whispered, "So what's it going to be?"

It took considerable effort, but Shepard managed to pull away from the captivating feeling that was him… no, _them_. She leaned back and took a huge bite of her burger, using the food to cover her foolish grin. What could she say? He was right; Commander Shepard never let fear slow her down when something was important. And right now, nothing in the universe was more important than what was happening in that little booth.


End file.
